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A number of editorials and articles have appeared in previous issues
of Spectrum emphasizing the potentialities of the magazine as a means
towards unity in an institution of so many and varied interests. All students
were urged to contribute something from their respective departments, but
there were many who did nothing, either because they lacked the time or
interest, or because they did not know what kind of material to submit.
If the kind of material desired is made known, we believe that more
people will contribute to Spectrum, knowing that what they are submitting
will be in accord with existing policy.
Spectrum has progressed considerably since its beginning four years ago.
In order to stimulate further development, more must be made known
about the policy of Spectrum and how that policy governs its actions.
We here in school are continually faced with problems in which we
very often become so involved that we are oblivious to everything that
is not immediately related to those problems. What of the thinking that
goes on in other departments? What of the problems that exist outside of
the school which may confront you while job-hunting or on the job? How
does the work being done in the field affect the type of instruction being
given here at R.I.S.D.? These and many other problems, questions, and
topics could be analyzed, discussed, or criticized in Spectrum. Such material
would not only be beneficial to us here, but would also create outside
interests among the alumni. This is the approach that will be pursued in
future issues, incorporated with what has appeared in this and past editions.
For each issue, Spectrum will present a theme which will state a
particular topic or problem that will be open for discussion or criticism.
Faculty and students are invited to participate. We shall attempt, also, to
bring in views of persons of respected authority outside the school. The
theme will be announced far in advance of the deadline date, allowing
time for analysis and preparation of written material.
Although the copy staff is very competent, it is impossible for them
to contact everyone for his point of view. Therefore in their behalf, we
are relying on you to take the initiative.
Should you be interested in knowing more about Spectrum or partici
pating in Spectrum by becoming a member of the staff, you are welcome
to attend any general meeting. The time is posted on all bulletin boards.
The meeting place is in our office in the bank building.
With your added contributions, Spectrum can be the medium that
will unify the varied interests we have here at R.I.S.D.

MY 2 YEARS AV
The above title, suggested by th e
editors of the Spectrum for a sho rt
article of six hundred words, pr esents
a truly imposing problem. 1 fear I
shall never again be impatient with
the freshman who complains that he
cannot gather together enough m ate
rial to accomplish a six hundred word
theme. The reverse is q uite as terrify
ing! To be pulled from these not y et
too ivy covered walls into a strange,
strange world and then two years
later to come creeping back feeling
for all the world like the prodigal
son is material enough for several
volumes.
Furthermore, there were Frankfort,
Wiesbaden, Mainz, Dusseldorf, Col
ogne, Heidelberg, and the Bavarian
Alps in Germany; Denmark, Moroc
co, Switzerland, an all too brief bit
in Italy, Belgium, and Holland, and
then, of course, Paris which was
home for over a year.
Paris is not overrated! There are
probably many reasons why people
the world over want to go to Paris,
why soap and cosmetic and breakfast
food companies can boost their sale s
by offering free two-week trips to the
"City of Light" as prizes for compl et
ing ridiculous jingles. There are the
monuments; the Arc de Triomphe, the

VAY FROM THE SCHOOL OF DESIGN
Eiffel Tower, Notre Dame, Sacre Coeur, Saint Chapelle; the embankments
and quais of the Seine with their forever unrequited fishermen;
the muse
ums, the galleries, Montparnasse with St. Germain de Pres and Montmartre.
with its fabulous Pigalle section. There are dress shops with the most
fascinating window displays in the world, the sidewalk cafes, the super
lative food, the red horsechestnut blossoms along the Champs in the
spring; and then, of course, there is always the rather fabulous plumbing.
French plumbing has a complete disregard for dull logic, is not in the
least obsequious, is quite unpredictable, but once understood and allowed
its freedom is quite functional and can be very interesting.
These are the things of Paris the tourist sees, comes to know, and
learns to love. They do not lose their charm when they become the common
places of daily living and working. It would seem that driving twice a day,
six days a week, for over a year along the quais of the Seine, past the
Louvre, the Tuilleries Gardens, the Chamber of Deputies, the Ecole de
Beaux Arts, the Place de la Concorde, a hundred other buildings famous
the world over and especially Notre Dame de Paris, would render these
places dull and routine. On the contrary, although in the position of the
ordinary commuter, to me each trip was a fascinating and inspiring
experience.
Living the year round in a house with an all too inadequate heating
system, you learn that 70 degrees inside is not necessarily mandatory for
good health and comfort. You learn how to dress for warmth—the heavytweeds of Europe take on a new meaning. Living in a lovely small suburb
along the banks of the Marne, you come across the subject matter of the
great French painters and it is quite as thrilling as seeing the originals of
the paintings themselves. You learn to greet and be greeted by the ordinary
townspeople, the butcher, the baker, the town photographer, the garbage
men, the ubiquitous street sweepers, the owner of the garage and auto
mobile repair shop. Driving, you have to use your horn with a frequency
that would land you in the pokey here. You learn to drive at night with
dim lights only and to flash your bright lights at all crossings. You learn
to do your shopping in the fabulous markets and to tuck a yard long loaf

Samuel Hershey

of delicious French bread, unwrapped, under your arm. You learn to do
many things in different ways and you suddenly realize that what you are
actually doing is learning to understand another people and their ways.
And, although some of those people and their ways seem slightly ridiculous
to you at first, you come to realize that they make good sense, and you
begin to have an awareness of just how important real understanding is.
Fears and misgivings begin to disappear, and you realize how much fear is
based on misunderstanding.
So you examine the quality of these people that has made their city
the Mecca for artists and designers in all fields. And you find it is a form
of freedom—perhaps, tolerance. The speed limit in Paris is supposed to be
65 kilometres per hour, approximately 40 miles per hour, but if you go
by a police officer at 60 miles per
hour on one of the main boulevards,
his look and gesture simply indicate
that "it is up to you, bud, mess things
up and, pal, you have had it." If you
want to drive like an idiot that is
your business, but heaven help you
if you don't get away with it.
I am quite certain that Miss M.
Munroe could gallop down the
Boulevard St. Germain in pink tights
standing on the back of a black horse
with white polkadots and the real
Parisienne at his cafe table would not
lower his Figaro more than a few
centimeters for a fraction of a second.
It is not a question of the tightness
or wrongness of this tolerance or live
and let live business, it is just that
it does exist and is, I believe, a major
factor in the city's contribution to the
creative arts. This does not mean that
Illustrated by Jack Coughlin

they
are
without discipline. The
schools and especially the Ecole de
Beaux Arts are almost military in their approach as far as requirements
are concerned, but tremendous importance seems to be placed upon the
individual's responsibility to meet those requirements.
To put it another way, it seems to me that no people place less im
portance upon conformity, but I am certain that the non-conformist just
for the sake of being a non-conformist is readily recognized and quietly
and tolerantly considered ridiculous.
There is a significant comment going the rounds of the Paris bistros
and cafes to the effect that the Americans are considered by all to be the
most progressive and the richest people in the world and by themselves to
be the most democratic, so they come to Paris to do what they really want
to do.
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When R.I.S.D. was founded seventy-five years ago the starving art
student, painting in a freezing garret with numb hands on canvas bought
with food money, was quite a romantic figure, but unfortunately more fact
than fiction. In this more realistic Atomic Age he has a much easier time
of it, IF he has the gumption to find out about the many scholarships
available. The school publishes a partial list annually in the catalogue and
puts up frequent notices, but many of these opportunities are passed by.
It is our modest hope that more of you read Spectrum than catalogues
and notices, so we are printing below a list of the most important scholar
ships available.
The newest for entering freshmen are the Royal Bailey Farnum
Scholarships, available to non-residents of Rhode Island. There are six
of them, covering full tuition for the first year. They are awarded annually
on a competitive basis.
New England Textile foundation offers aid to students planning to
enter the departments of Textile Design, Chemistry and Textile Coloring,
and Textile Manufacturing. Awards of $500 each are made on the basis
of competitive exams.
Two one-year, full tuition scholarships are awarded by the school
through the Scholastic Magazine national art competition.
Legal residents of the State of Rhode Island may apply for financial
assistance through the Department of Education. This does not include
you Benefit Street bohemians. To make it legal, your parents must live
here, or if you are over twenty-one, you must have registered to vote in
some R. I. community. Although it varies, last year the legislature appro
priated $2,000 for School of Design students. Freshmen are usually given
$250 and upperclassmen $200 a year.
The school itself offers help to students in need who show promise
or have demonstrated ability. The annual grant about equals that of the
State.
Next is the Providence Art Club Scholarship. This is an award of
$100 to be applied to tuition, or in the case of a G. I. winner, to books and
materials. It is awarded to the sophomore or junior regularly enrolled in
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the department of painting who shows the most promise.
Then there's the Sydney Richmond Burleigh Scholarship, another
award of $100 for tuition. This is open to any junior enrolled in any
department and is given to the student showing the most promise in
creative design.
In addition to these, the Scholarship Committee runs a regular goodies
ring of smaller awards, for instance: busfare for the most promising student
commuting from Woonsocket.
Full information about these and others can be obtained in the
Admissions or Business Office.
Next issue, for seniors only: the inside dope on fellowships and —
other great opportunities to further your studies at someone else's expense
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TWO LITTLE SOLDIERS ..
Every Sunday, the moment they were dismissed, the two little soldiers
made off. Once outside the barracks, they struck out to the right through
Courbevoie, walking with long rapid strides, as though they were on a
march.
When they were beyond the last of the houses, they slackened pace
along the bare, dusty roadway which goes toward Bezons.
They were both small and thin, and looked quite lost in their coats,
which were too big and too long. Their sleeves hung down over their
hands, and they found their enormous red breeches, which compelled them
to waddle, very much in the way. Under their stiff, high helmets their
faces had little character — two poor, sallow Breton faces, simple with an
almost animal simplicity, and with gentle and quiet blue eyes.
They never conversed during these walks, but went straight on, each
with the same thought in his head. This thought atoned for the lack of
conversation; it was this, that just inside the little wood near Les Champioux they had found a place which reminded them of their own country
where they could feel happy again.
When they arrived under the trees where the roads from Colombes
and from Chatou cross, they would take off their heavy helmets and wipe
Reprinted by permission of RANDOM HOUSE, INC.
Copyright 1945 by RANDOM HOUSE, INC.

their foreheads. J he y always halted on the Bezons bridge to look at the
Seine, and would remain there two or three minutes, bent double, leaning
on the parapet.
Sometimes they would
where the skiffs might be
recalling perhaps the look
which they lived, and the
to the open sea.

gaze out over the great basin of Argenteuil,
seen scudding, with their white, careening sails,
of the Breton waters, the harbor of Vanne, near
fishing-boats
standing out across the Morbihan

Just beyond the Seine they bought their provisions from a sausage
merchant, a baker, and a wine-seller. A piece of blood-pudding, four sous'
worth of bread, and a liter of "petit bleu" constituted the provisions, which
they carried off in their handkerchiefs. After they had left Bezons they
traveled slowly and began to talk.
In front of them a barren plain studded with clumps of trees led
to the wood, to the little wood which had seemed to them to resemble the
one at Kermarivan. Grainfields and hayfields bordered the narrow path,
which lost itself in the young greenness of the crops, and Jean Kerderen
would always say to Luc le Ganidec:
It looks like it does near Plounivon."
"Yes; exactly."
Side by side they strolled, their souls filled with vague memories of
their own country, with awakened images as naive as the pictures on the
colored broadsheets which you buy for a penny. They kept on recognizing,
as it weie, now a corner of a field, a hedge, a bit of moorland, now a
crossroad, now a granite cross. Then, too, they would always stop beside
a certain lankmark, a great stone, because it looked something like the
cromlech at Locneuven.
Every Sunday on arriving at the first clump of trees Luc le Ganidec
would cut a switch, a hazel switch, and begin gently to peel off the bark,
t inking meanwhile of the folk at home. Jean Kerderen carried the
provisions.
From time to time Luc would mention a name, or recall some deed
o their childhood in a few brief words, which caused long thoughts. And
t eir own country, their dear, distant country, recaptured them little by
ltt e, seizing on their imaginations, and sending to them from afar her
s apes, her sounds, her well-known prospects, her odors—odors of the
green lands where the salt sea-air was blowing.
No longer conscious of the exhalations of the Parisian stables, on
w ich the earth of the banlieue fattens, they scented the perfume of the
owering broom, which the salt breeze of the open sea plucks and bears
away. And the sails of the boats from the river banks seemed like the
ite wings of the coasting vessels seen beyond the great plain which exed from their homes to the very margin of the sea.
y walked with short steps, Luc le Ganidec and Jean Kerderen,
ntent and sad, haunted by a sweet melancholy, by the lingering, ever-

present sorrow of a caged animal who remembers his liberty.
By the time that Luc had stripped the slender wand of its bark they
reached the corner of the wood where every Sunday they took breakfast.
They found the two bricks which they kept hidden in the thicket, and
kindled a little fire of twigs, over which to roast the blood-pudding at the
end of a bayonet.
When they had breakfasted, eaten their bread to the last crumb, and
drunk their wine to the last drop, they remained seated side by side upon
the grass, saying nothing, their eyes on the distance, their eyelids droop
ing, their fingers crossed as at mass, their red legs stretched out beside
the poppies of the field. And the leather of their helmets and the brass of
their buttons glittered in the ardent sun, making the larks, which sang
and hovered above their heads, cease in mid-song.
Toward noon they began to turn their eyes from time to time in the
direction of the village of Bezons, because the girl with the cow was com
ing. She passed by them every Sunday on her way to milk and change the
pasture of her cow—the only cow in this district which ever went out of
the stable to grass. It was pastured in a narrow field along the edge of the
wood a little farther on.
They soon perceived the girl, the only human being within vision, and
were gladdened by the brilliant reflections thrown off by the tin milk-pail
under the rays of the sun. They never talked about her. They were simply
glad to see her, without understanding why.
She was a big strong wench with red hair, burned by the heat of
sunny days, a sturdy product of the environs of Paris.
Once, finding them seated in the same place, she said:
"Good morning. You two are always here, aren't you?"
Luc le Ganidec, the bolder, stammered:
"Yes, we come to rest."
That was all. But the next Sun
day she laughed on seeing them,
laughed with a protecting benevolence
and a feminine keenness which knew
well enough that they were bashful.
And she asked:
"What are you doing there? Are
you trying to see the grass grow?"
Luc was cheered up by this, and
smiled likewise: "Maybe we are."
"That's pretty slow work," said she.
He answered, still laughing:
"Well, yes, it is."
She went on. But coming back
with a milk-pail full of milk, she
stopped again before them, and said:
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"Would you like a little? It will taste like home."
With the instinctive feeling that they were of the same peasant race
as she, being herself perhaps also far away from home, she had divined
and touched the spot.
They were both touched. Then with some difficulty, she managed to
make a little milk run into the neck of the glass bottle in which they car
ried their wine. And Luc drank first, with little swallows, stopping every
minute to see whether he had drunk more than his half. Then he handed
the bottle to Jean.
She stood upright before them, her hands on her hips, her pail on the
ground at her feet, glad at the pleasure which she had given.
Then she departed, shouting: "Alions, adieu! Till next Sunday!"
And as long as they could see her at all, they followed with their
eyes her tall silhouette, which faded, growing smaller and smaller, seeming
to sink into the verdure of the fields.
When they were leaving the barracks the week after, Jean said to Luc:
"Oughtn't we to buy her something good?"
They were in great embarrassment before the problem of the choice
of a delicacy for the girl with the cow. Luc was of the opinion that a
little tripe would be the best, but Jean preferred some berlingots because
he was fond of sweets. His choice fairly made him enthusiastic, and they
bought at a grocer's two sou's worth of white and red candies.
They ate their breakfast more rapidly than usual, being nervous with
expectation.
Jean saw her first. "There she is!" he cried. Luc added. "Yes, there
she is."
While yet some distance off she laughed at seeing them. She cried:
"Is everything going as you like it?"
And in unison they asked:
"Are you getting on all right?"
Then she conversed, talked to them of simple things in which they felt
an interest—of the weather, of the crops, and of her master.
They were afraid to offer her the candies, which were slowly melting

away in Jean's pocket.
At last Luc grew bold, and murmured:
"We have brought you something."
She demanded, "What is it? Tell me!"
Then Jean, blushing up to his ears, managed to get at the little paper
cornucopia, and held it out.
She began to eat the little bonbons, rolling them from one cheek to
the other where they made little round lumps. The two soldiers, seated
before her, gazed at her with emotion and delight.
Then she went to milk her cow, and once more gave them some milk
on coming back.
They thought of her all the week; several times they even spoke of
her. The next Sunday she sat down with them for a little longer talk; and
all three, seated side by side, their eyes lost in the distance, clasping their
knees with their hands, told the small doings, the minute details of life in
the villages where they had been born, while over there the cow, seeing
that the milkmaid had stopped on her way, stretched out toward her its
heavy head with its dripping nostrils, and gave a long low to call her.
Soon the girl consented to eat a bit of bread with them and drink a
mouthful of wine. She often brought them plums in her pocket, for the
season of plums had come. Her presence sharpened the wits of the two
little Breton soldiers, and they chattered like two birds.
But, one Tuesday, Luc le Ganidec asked for leave — a thing which
had never happened before — and he did not return until ten o'clock at
night. Jean racked his brains uneasily for a reason for his comrade's going
out in this way.
The next Thursday Luc, having borrowed ten sous from his bedfellow,
again asked and obtained permission to leave the barracks for several hours.
When he set off with Jean on their Sunday walk his manner was very queer,
quite restless, and quite changed. Kerderen did not understand, but he
vaguely suspected something without divining what it could be.
They did not say a word to one another until they reached their usual
halting-place, where, from their con
stant sitting in the same spot the grass
was quite worn away. They ate their
breakfast slowly. Neither of them felt
hungry.
Before long the girl appeared.
As on every Sunday, they watched
her coming. When she was quite near,
Luc rose and made two steps forward.
She put her milk-pail on the ground
and kissed him. She kissed him pas
sionately, throwing her arms about
his neck,without noticing Jean, with
out remembering that he was there,
without even seeing him.
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And he sat there desperate, poor Jean, so desperate that he did not
understand, his soul quite overwhelmed, his heart bursting, but not yet
understanding himself. Then the girl seated herself beside Luc, and they
began to chatter.
Jean did not look at them. He now divined why his comrade had gone
out twice during the week, and he felt within him a burning grief, a kind
of wound, that sense of rending which is caused by treason.
Luc and the girl went off together to change the position of the cow.
Jean followed them with his eyes. He saw them departing side by side. The
red breeches of his comrade made a bright spot on the road. It was Luc
who picked up the mallet and hammered down the stake to which they tied
the beast.
The girl stooped to milk her,'while he stroked the cow's sharp spine
with a careless hand. Then they left the milk-pail on the grass and went
deep into the wood.
Jean saw nothing but the wall of leaves where they had entered; and
he felt himself so troubled that if he had tried to rise he would certainly
have fallen. He sat motionless, stupefied by astonishment and suffering, with
an agony which was simple but deep. He wanted to cry, to run away, to
hide himself, never to see anybody any more.
Soon he saw them issuing from the thicket. They returned slowly,
holding each other's hands as in the villages do those who are promised.
It was Luc who carried the pail.
They kissed one another again before they separated, and the girl
went off after having thrown Jean a friendly "Good evening" and a smile
which was full of meaning. Today she no longer thought of offering him
any milk.
The two little soldiers sat side by side, motionless as usual, silent and
calm, their placid faces betraying nothing of all which troubled their
hearts. The sun fell on them. Sometimes the cow lowed, looking at them
from afar.
At their usual hour they rose to go back. Luc cut a switch. Jean car
ried the empty bottle to return it to the wine-seller at Bezons. Then they
sallied out upon the bridge, and, as they did every Sunday, stopped several
minutes in the middle to watch the water flowing.
Jean leaned, leaned more and more, over the iron railing, as though
he saw in the current something which attracted him. Luc said: "Are you
trying to drink?" Just as he uttered the last word Jean's head overbalanced
his body, his legs described a circle in the air, and the little blue and
red soldier fell in a heap, struck the water, and disappeared.
Luc, his tongue paralyzed with anguish, tried in vain to shout. Farther
down he saw something stir; then the head of his comrade rose to the sur
face of the river and sank immediately. Farther still he again perceived a
hand, a single hand, which issued from the stream and then disappeared.
That was all.
The bargemen who dragged the river did not find the body that day.

Luc set out alone for the barracks, going at a run, his soul filled with
despair. He told of the accident, with tears in his eyes, and a husky voice,
blowing his nose again and again: "He leaned over—he—he leaned over
—so far—so far that his head turned a somersault; and—and—so he fell
—he fell—"
Choked with emotion, he could say no more. If he had only known!
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Part museum, part night school, part a training school for
industry and part an education for artists, R.I.S.D. has had a some
what devious and quite unique educational history. Of its 75 years of
existence, the past 25 have produced the most fundamental changes,
but the story of the reasons for these changes takes us back to about
1900. The following brief summary should give at least a partial
picture of why the School today is what it is, and of why the "good
old days" weren't half so "good" — for the students' purposes — as
those today.
R.I.S.D. took in its first students in 1878, having been founded by
a group of citizens who felt responsible for helping their small comer
of the United States develop its own talents in artistry and design.
From early in its career the Metcalf family, in the textile business,
were intensely interested in its progress and contributed extensively
from their time, energy, and funds towards its success.
Its founding was based on three purposes, which together give
a significant clue to its subsequent uniqueness and to why it has been
difficult to coordinate R.I.S.D. into a mature educational institution:
"The instruction of artisans . . . that they may apply the princi
ples of art to the requirements of trade and manufacture; the
systematic training of students in the practice of art that they
may . . . instruct or become artists; and the general advance
ment of art education by the exhibition of works of art and
art studies, and by lectures on art."
Look at these three aims, and realize what a tremendous and varied
undertaking they involve. The first aim resulted in the strong textile
and industrial production divisions and in the flourishing night school,
the second in Fine Arts, Planning, and Teacher Training, and the third
in the Museum. The result of this plan of the founders has been
what we can call a "devious" history, since at various times each
of the leaders has concentrated on furthering a particular one of
these three aims.
Mainly, the School, as are most institutions, has been shaped
and changed as a result of one or both of two distinct forces: social
and economic pressures, and/or the will of a leader. As one illustra
tion of the first kind of pressure, the Normal Art Department (now
Teacher Training), organized in 1910, was the first department of
the School to require a high school diploma for admission. Until

John R. Frazier

A drawing class of the '90's.

that tim e anyone could enter who had reached his or her 17th birth
day and was physically able to do the work. The pressure in this
case was professional—the Board of Education would not issue a
certificate to teach in the public schools to candidates below its
standards. When the State Board later required a college degree for
certification, R.I.S.D. followed suit on this too. The first baccalaureate
degree offered by the School (1937) was in the Teacher Training
Department.
It is rather more difficult to point to as clear an example of
change due to personal pressure, because changes of this nature are
so often the result of long continued agitation by a number of
individuals. Until 1910, 32 years after its founding, R.I.S.D. had no
library, unless two book cases outside the director's office could be
called a library. After abortive attempts by others before him,
Director Huger Elliott laid the foundation for our present superb
Illustrated by Charlie Goslin

facilities by setting aside two rooms in the Waterman Building and
appointing a trained librarian. By the time the library moved to the
new College Building in 1936 their inventory of books alone had
grown from around 2000 to about 11,000 volumes. In the new build
ing, Mrs. Jesse H. Metcalf was particularly interested in the library,
and its beautiful setting and excellent planning were largely due to
her efforts and contributions.
The first significant changes in the original School came under
the administration of Mr. Eleazer Homer, between 1901 and 1907.
Previous to this time, the educational plan had apparently been most
casual, with, for example, 433 students in 1894-95 being taught
(one wonders how!) by 12 instructors. Most students were here on
an average of less than two years. During Mr. Homer's administra
tion the museum began to come into its own, fulfilling the "third
purpose of the founders; the Waterman Street Galleries were built.
Furthermore, a definite faculty organization was set up, with 6
departments offering 3 and 4 year courses, the textile department
and Memorial Hall were opened in 1903, Pendleton House was
built, and the mutual exchange program with Brown was begun.
Still, by the time Mr. Homer left in 1907, although he had tightened
the requirements for the School Diploma, no mention had been
made that a high school diploma be required for admission.
One of the most disturbing elements during these formative
years was the prevalence in the classes of "special students." These
specials were admitted indiscriminately, and anyone in the area
who had a hankering to paint or weave fabrics or to do a little
interior design could enroll. This situation, combined with the fact
that the School's tuition and entrance requirements for regular stu
dents were particularly low, resulted in acute problems for faculty
and administration problems of discipline and of what to do about
extra-curricular activities, to say nothing of the varying ages, prep
arations, backgrounds, and aims of those in each class.
This overall lack of decision about whom the School should
educate (with regard both to the special students and to the entrance
requirements for regular students) continued to exist for many years,
and only gradually were the standards raised and eventually the
category of "special student" eliminated during Mr. Farnum's era;
in 1912 the number of specials" was almost three times that of the
regular students. In that same year, only two departments required
a high school diploma—Normal Art and Architecture. Certain other
students were required to take mathematics or drawing classification
tests, but many students had only to fulfill the vague requirement
of proving ability to do the work." By 1933 the admissions state
ment read all applicants should have secondary school diplomas or
an equivalent education.' In 1932 the State Legislature had granted
R.I.S.D. the power to confer degrees, and so by 1934 the admissions
office definitely required a high school diploma and, incidentally
for the first time, a doctor s certificate. This degree, first conferred
in 1937, was a Bachelor of Art Education. In 1942 the B.F.A. degree
was first offered, and previous to this the liberal arts requirements
had begun, with two years of college English added to the curriculum.
The Yearbook for 1942, when the B.F.A. degree was first given,
announced that this action "brings the School to a unique position

in the field of higher education, for it is probably the first of the
private non-profit-making institutions unaffiliated with a college or
university to raise itself to the level of an all-out degree schedule."
The School by this time was definitely considering itself "higher
education , certainly a somewhat different emphasis than the original
three aims of the founders in 1878 (see above). This is not to say
that these original aims have been bypassed and thus that the
uniqueness of R.I.S.D. has been lost. On the contrary, through the
years each of the three has had its zenith of emphasis; the textile
department, with its stress on industry and manufacture, flourished
especially during the 1920's and '30's, and today has probably the
best plant of any textile school in the country; the Museum which is
unique in that it is one of the very few museums attached to and
arising from a school of design, is today divided between its irreplace
able service to the city and to the School, and during the 1920's under
Director Rowe it received far more attention and progressed certainly
much farther than the rest of the School put together. However, the
combination of the fact that the strictly educational program of the
School (the maturity of its curriculum and the maturity of its en
trance and graduation requirements) lagged greatly in these earlier
years and the fact of stiffened demands in today's adult world for
a more thorough and comprehensive education all have put pressure
on R.I.S.D. to raise its standards and to turn out now the kind of
students which it is inherently capable of producing.

19

3-D without glasses
The most bewildered, befuddled, and bedeviled creature on College Hill
is the freshman at R.I.S.D. During the first week of school, the faculty
and upperclassmen devoted much time and energy to showing him through
the buildings, giving him picnics and parties, and going out of their way
in general to make him feel at home. In the midst of this round of gay
activity he thought, "This isn't going to be bad at all! Those rumors of
hard work just can't be true!"
But after a merry week there was a sudden and startling shift in
policy. As was inevitable, classes convened, and he was introduced to three
dimensional design. Now he understood with awful clarity why the first
year is considered the most difficult. Sly winks and snickers of upperclass
men had meaning. The very first assignment was paper folding.
The time comes when the student, crawling from beneath a small moun
tain of crumpled paper, wonders if he should resort to cutting paper dolls.
Before this point is reached, however, he has been introduced to positive
and negative fold s and thrusts that go in like this and out like that. He has
also explored more incorrect methods of reaching a solution than he
thought existed. And, most distressing of all, he finds that after many hours
of folding and refolding a now grimy piece of paper, the instructor
chooses the one he had wadded to throw in the waste basket and puts it
on display as a decisive step in the right direction. (As far as the student
is concerned, th e right direction is probably still the waste basket.)
Then there are the "wire folders." These are the students one sees
bending all the old coat hangers they can find. When a mother goes to a
closet to find a hanger and her son tells her he is making volumes from
them, does o ne wonder why she looks at him anxiously and urges that he
get more sleep?
The group that has the most fun with the least idea of what it is doing
the block busters." The instructor closes them in one of the dank cellar
rooms especially reserved for freshmen, and hands them a block of plaster, a
nammer, a chisel, and the admonition not to forget to wipe their feet before
leaving the classroom. (Nonetheless, janitors have been seen shaking their
heads d olefully at the perfect footprints that cover the stairways.)
Having experienced the derisive hoots of laughter from little brothers
and sisters, having seen the raised eyebrow of an empty-pocketed parent,
and having watched friends shake their heads pessimistically, the freshman
cgins to understand why the upperclassman acts like he does. Perhaps
one wonders why he doesn't up and turn in his kit. Could be he has such
a 1^'ch skull he doesn't know when he's licked—or maybe he's too stubborn
to say I can't." Without this determination, there would be few sopho
mores today.

ls

JEANNE L'E CUYER
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Fales', lettering by John Benson, techni
cal design by Charles Rines, nylon yam
from Norman Randall, and jacquard
cutting by Randolph Chew, and the
engineer and project leader was Bruce
Randall, textile engineer '53, who made
it his thesis.

MUSEUM'S EDUCATIONAL
ARCHITECTURAL SOCIETY

DEPARTMENT

The Architectural Society's program
this year is an interesting one. Always
an active organization within the school,
for the most part its activities have been
misconstrued by students to be limited
only to members of the Society. This is
not true, and a program of choice films
and speakers of more general interest
has been initiated. Although it is still
primarily an architectural Society, any
suggestions are welcome. With your sup
port the Society will have an exciting
program for the whole school.
Among its more technical activities,
the Society has planned one film each
week on architecture and construction.
On October 18, six contemporary houses
in New Canaan, Conn., including Philip
Johnson's Glass House, were visited by
the Society.

RISD is an important force in the
cultural life of this community and
state. The Museum especially, by lectures
and permanent and traveling exhibitions,
gives the general public many opportu
nities to benefit from its excellent collec
tions and thereby appreciate art past,
present and future. Its work should not
be underestimated, as no genuine artist
will underestimate the importance of an
informed public.
The museum and services of its staff
are available to any individual or group.
At least one group of public school
children from Providence, Cranston or
Warwick visit the Museum every morn
ing. The Museum has twenty-three trav
eling exhibitions which are displayed in
schools and banks throughout the state,
along with much additional material that
may be borrowed. There is a special
selection of not-too-precious items just
right for passing around classrooms.
The lecture series is very valuable in
helping many individuals to greater
understanding and enjoyment of the
arts, and of course the Calendars jor the
Arts are indispensable.

RISD RIBBONS
Sidelight on the 75th Anniversary:
Those handsome RISD jacquard book
marks which were an important part of
the 75th Anniversary celebration were
a fine example of an all-alumni effort
and cooperation. The idea was William

The facilities of the museum, includ
ing many specialized collections such
as the Print and Decorative arts depart
ments, are always open to the student.
Many of their shows, such as John
Benson's lettering show, are planned
with the interests of the RISD student
in mind. By taking advantage of the
Museum's opportunities you will help
yourself in your own work while the
Education Department is helping to
create a more discriminating, sympathetic
public for good art and design.

ATHLETIC ASSOCIATION

Virginia Harvey is back in TEXTILE
DESIGN, fresh from California College
of Arts and Crafts, and Samuel Hershey
returns from the Air Force to resume
chairmanship of Foundation Design.
(Speaking of our talented faculty, did
you see Matlack Price's article on letter
ing in June '53 Design?)

TEXTILE DIVISION
The RISD Textile Department has
been chosen by the Uster Company of
Switzerland (manufacturer of precision
testing equpiment) as their headquarters
for demonstrating their various machines,

Have you heard? The Athletic Asso
ciation is going athletic; we might even
win some games this year. Everything
is very official, especially basketball. The
Club Night skit seems to have precipi
tated all this rash enthusiasm, bringing
out 40 men for try-outs. Bob Morris is
coaching the fifteen team members (each
of whom is over six feet tall, with high
school varsity experience) for this most
promising season. Rah.

FACULTY
This is a big year for faculty turnover.
The new members include Alain de
Leiris (Art History), Harold Washburn
(Architecture), Ralph Kruck (Industrial
Design), Gerald Small (Textile Design),
Warren Maxfield (Foundation Design),
Thomas Donkin (Interior Design), Wal
ter Covell (Director of Dramatics), and
Ernest Comisky
(photographic lab
assistant).

Spots by Micky Bernstein
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for the benefit not only of students but
of industry in the vicinity. Such RISDindustry projects make for good relations
—and better jobs!
The National Council of Textile Edu
cation, of which Mr. Fales (Chairman of
Textile and Clothing Division) is a mem
ber, have been invited to be guests of
the DuPont Co. in Wilmington for a
three-day discussion of things textile.
Incidentally, while the school cele
brates its 75th Anniversary, the Textile
department observes its 50th year. It has
a middle-aged spread only in regard to
enrollment.
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proved quite an experience, but she is
enjoying it immensely.

BLESSED EVENT
It's a Club! The new arrival has been
duly christened The Industrial Design
Society of the Rhode Island School of
Design. The proud officers are Donald
Pinckney, President; Rae Tankard, Vice
President; Carol Wilhelm, Secretary; and
H. North, Treasurer. They and the rest
of the club (which is open to the whole
school, incidentally) have plans for ob
taining good speakers and films, chiefly
on industrial design. Interclass commu
nications will also be promoted.
Best wishes and congratulations.

We have royalty in our midst! Or an
approximation, at least, in the form of
a freshman, Pacharabul Pibulsonggram,
who is the daughter of the Prime Min
ister of Thailand. Better known as Noi,
she is a stranger to neither the language
nor the country. Before entering R.I.S.D.,
she studied for three years in England,
followed by two at Mount Vernon Junior
College. Freshman Foundation has
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POEM
A pathway to mist
elation of loss
chaos gone
where where where
endless shell
in spirals sweep
by chance or preconceived
to death
to life
to an element
Hope is not a word
evolution not from vacuums
tremble free
without enclosure

ELLEN COOGAN

Border by Neal Richard
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DESIGN for today's living
modern furniture carpeting lighting fabrics accessories
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